^6 A S p E C 1 M E K, 

VII ‘ A SUMMER EVENING. 

H OW fine hrnhe day been > U 
bright wasthe^/ n - r W 

Hovv lovely and joyful the courfe that U 

b4„ r f ina “‘ l " l '"»S 

And mere follow’d feme d ro pp ingsof 

But now the fair traveller’s come to die 
H, S rays are a!l g °l dl and his beauties ate 

H A P j‘r tS thC &y g3y ashe lints [Si 
And fortels a bright rifing again. 

_ II. 

Juft iuch is the ChriJUan : his courfe he 
T .. be S ins [for his fins, 

-ike the Sun in a mift, while he mourns 
And melts into tears: then hebreaksout 
and fhines, 

And travels his heav’nly way: 

But when hecomes nearer to finifh his race, 
Like a fine fetting Sun he looks richer in 
grace, 

And gi ves a fure hope at the endofhisdays 
Of rifing in brighter array. 


j C R a D L E 


Hymn* &7 


got abroad alre J fQ p crmlt it to 

for CliMven. 

A CRADLE HYMN. 

I. 

UUlh-mydear.rteftilUn^umber. 

H Holy angels guard thy bed . 

Heavenly bleffings without number 

Gently falling °n thy head. 

II. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 
Hmd/and home thy friends provu.e. 
All without thy care or payment. 

All thy wants are well fupply 

III. 

How much better thou’rt attended 
Than the Sen of God could be. 

When from heav’n he defeended. 

And became a child like thee., 

E 4 







